
ThTTngedie of 

This louingtempeft of your home-bred hate. 

Nor ncuer by adaifed purpofe meete. 

To plotte,contriue,or complot any ill. 

Gain ft vs, our ftate, our fubie<fts,or our land. 

Bui. Ifweare. 

i JMotv . And I, to kcepe all this. 

Bui. Norfolke,lb fareasto mine eneraie : 

By this time,had the King permitted v s. 

One of our foules had wandred in the ayre, 

Banilbt thisfraile Sepulchre of our fleih. 

As now our fleih is banilbt from this land. 

Confclfe thy treafons ere thou fly the Rcalme, 

Since thou haft’farrt t6 goe,bearc not along 
The cloging burthen of aguilde Soule. 

Mow. N o Bufliitgbrooke, if euer I were T ray tour , 
My name be blotted from the Booke of life, 

And I from Heauen banilbt, as from hence : 

But whatthoti aft, God, thou, and I, do know. 

And all too foort t f -I fe are) 'theKing'lhallrew* 
Farewell (my Liege) now no way can I ft ray, 

Saue backe to England, all the world's toy way . 

King. Vnde, euerf in thegliil&s of thine eies, 

1 fee thy grieuedheaft #hy fiji 

Hath from the number of h is bani flit yeares 

Pluckt foure away, fixe frozen Winters fpent. 

Return c \vith vvetcOme home from baniihment. 

Bui. How long a time lies in one little word ? 
Fourelagging Winters, andfoure wanton Springs, 
End in one w ord ; fuchis the breath of Kings. 

Gaunt. I thanke my Liege, that in regard of mee, 
He ihortens foiireyeares of iffy Sonnes exile j 
Butlittle vantage (ball I rcape thereby : 

For ere the fixe yeares that he hath to fpend 
Can chaugetheir moones,andbringtheir times about, 
My oyle-dryeifLampe, and timebewafted light 
Shall be extind with age aiid endlefle night : 

My inch of taper will be burnt and done, , 

. Andblindfold Death not let me fee my fonne ♦ 


Richard the Second . 


Why Vncklc, thou haft many yeares toliue. 
gut not a minute (King) that thou canft gt 
chnrttn my daics thou canft with fullen forrow ; 


And Dluckc nights from roe, butnot lend a morrow. 

Thou canft helpeTimeto furrow me with age, 

But ftoppe no wrinkle in his pilgrimage : 

Thy word is currant with him for my death. 

But dead, thy kingdomc cannot buy my breath. • - 
Ki»f 4 Thy Sonne is baniiht with good aduife, 

Whereto thy tongue, a party, verdid gaue, 

Why at our iufticcfcemft thou then to lowre ? 

cLtft.Thingsfweetto taft, prooue in digeftionfowre. 
You vrge me as a Fudge, but I had rather 
You would hauc bid me argue like a Father. 

Oh had’t been a ftranger, not my child, 

Tofmooth his fault I would hauc been more milde : 

A partiall (launder fought 1 to auoyde, 

And in the fcntence my owne life deftroyde. 

Alas, I lookt when fome of you ihould fay, 

I was too ftrnft to make mine owne away : > 

Butyou gaue leaue to my vrtwilling tongue, 

Againft my will, to do my felfc this wrong. 

King. Coofen farewell, and Vncklc bid him fo ; 

Sixe yeares we banilh him, and he lb all go. 

Am Coofin farewell * w hat prefence mu ft not know 
From whereyoudoeremaine,ler Paper (bow . 

< Mar. My Lord no leaue rake I, fori will ride 
As farre as land will let me, by your fide. ! ' 

Gaunt. Oh to what purpofe doft thou hoard thy words 
Thatthou returneft no greeting to thy friends i 
Bui. I haue too few to take my leaue ofyou, 

When the tongues office ihould beprodigall, 

T o breath the abundant dolour of the heart. 

Gaunt. Thygriefcisbutthy abfencefora time. 

Bui. Ioyabfcnt,griefeisprefentfbrthattimc. 

Gaunt. What is fixe Winters ? they are quickly gone. 
Bui. To men in ioy, but griefe makes one howre ten 1 . 
Gaunt. Call it a trauaile that thou takft for plcafure. 

1 ' C 'Bui. 




